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of being an author, has been what I said last year to the
Prince of Wales when he asked me if I was a Freemason.
I replied, ' No, Sir; I never was anything.9

Apropos to the Prince; I am sorry you do not approve
of my offering to kiss the Duke's hand when he came to
see my house. I never had been presented to him; but,
moreover, as I am very secure of never being suspected
to pay my court for interest, and certainly never seek royal
personages, I always pique myself, when thrown In their
way, upon showing that I know I am nobody, and know
the distance between them and me: this I take to be
common sense, and do not repent of my behaviour. If
I were a grandee and in place, I would not, like the late
Duchess of Northumberland, jig after them, calling them
my master and my mistress. I think, if I were their
servant, I would as little, like the same Grace, parade
before the Queen with more footmen than her Majesty.
That was impertinent.

1 am sorry, for the third time of this letter, that I have
no new village anecdotes to send your Ladyship, since
they divert you for a moment.    I have one, but some
months old.     Lady Charleville, my neighbour,  told me
three months ago, that, having some company with her,
one of them had been to see Strawberry.    * Pray/ said
another,   'who is that Mr.  Walpole?'   'Lord!' cried a
third, * don't you know the great epicure, Mr. Walpole?*
' Pho!' said the first, ' great epicure ! you mean the anti-
quarian.*    There, Madam, surely this anecdote may take
its place in the chapter of local fame.    If I have picked up
no recent anecdotes on our Common, I have made a much
more, to me, precious acquisition.    It is the acquaintance of
two young ladies of the name of Berry2, whom I first

2  Mary Berry (1763-Nov. 1852), and     ters   of   Boberfc   Berry  (d.  1817)
Agnes Berry (1764-Jan. 1862), daugfc-     by a daughter of John Seton, of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